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TO THE READER. 


— 
The following trifle was originally written to eke 
out the Entertainments on Mr. JouNsTONE's 
Benefit Night—the flattering reception it met with 
on that Evening, occaſioned a frequent repitition, 
to which the Author confeſſes himſelf, entirely in- 
debted to the exertions of the Performers — the 
ſongs introduced by Mr. JonnsTONE, are the 
production of Gentlemen well known in the literary 
world, and had been ſung by him with univerſal 
approbation, previous to their introduction in Bri- 
tiſh Fortitude, &c. With all its faults 'tis com- 
mitted to the Preſs, under che idea ſo mere a trifle 
needs no farther apology 

From the Public's 
Theatre Royal, very humble Servant, 
Covent Garden. The AUTHOR, 
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Capt. O'Leary - « Mir. Johnſtone. 
Edward 8 4 - * Mr. Incledon. 


French Commandant Mr. Claremont. 
2 HR” - - - Mr. Rock, 
. - » Mr. Blurton. 
„„ Mr. Munden. 
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Annette - © »- Mails Poole. 
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rern FOURTITURE 


AND 
HIBERNIAN FRIENDSHIP ; 
OR 


AN ESCAPE FROM FRANCE. 

— 
SCENE. 

The Inſide of a Cottage. 

Enter SEDGELY and ANNETTE. 
SEDGELYs 
Cour, come, don't take it ſo to,heart Annette? 

ANNETTE. 


I can't help it Father, indeed; beſides who 
knows the danger we're expoſed to! the diſcovering 
an Engliſh Officer conceal'd by us, may work our 
ruin—but diſtreſs pleaded ſo powerfully — 


SEDGELY. 


Love, Child, pleaded as powertully—long ſe- 
parated from your Edward, abſence had nearly ex- 
tingutſhed the mutual paſſion, this unexpected 
meeting ſo forcibly reviv'd. 

A 2 ANNETTE 
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ANNETTE, 
I confeſs Father, I do love him, love him dearly ! 
SEDGELY, 


The examination I have undergone—his being 
convey'd cloſe priſoner to the old moated caſtle— 
the idea its Commandant entertains of his deſigns 
and the monſter's ſanguinary diſpoſition, afford us 
but a dreadful proſpect. 


ANNETTE. 


I never ſhall forget the day our humble cot re- 
cei vd him! Shipwreck'd — wounded — and in 
want! an enemy's country offer'd no aſylum but 
the grave !—but your humanity— 


SEDGELY, 


My duty, Child, he was my countryman, and 
my heart warm'd to him Heaven forbid a Briton's 
door {hould e'er be barr'd againſt a fellow creature, 
whoſe only crime's misfortune ! 


ANNETTE. 


Oh, Father! here's Joey return'd! 


Enter, 
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Enter JoEY with Baſket. 
Joxyr. 


Yes Meaſter, here be I—after making a dear 
purchaſe of a little belly timber, that a man may 
build his hopes on for a few meals or ſo, 


ANNETTE» 
Well, and what news bring you? 
Joxv. 


None at all, I wur too buſy about my own con- 
carns to think of other people's, beſides, it one 
troubles one's head too much that way, it often 
cauſes a pain in the throat, on its ſeparation 
from the only ſoil it takes too kindly, but I'll away 
and chear Meaſter Edward a bit—I found out his 
Iriſh Friend, with much a to do and no little ha- 
zard ; deliver'd his meſſage and ſhould ha' brought 
back an anſwer, but that he ſaid, he'd come and 
give an affarmative in Dramatis Par ſonæ his own 
ſelf, 
OP ANNETTE. 


Oh Joey ! the Commandant has diſcover'd Ed- 
ward |—he's a priſoner ! 


Joey. 


Eh! what? a priſoner! then it be high time we 
make the moſt of a march while we're free to do 
ſo—a long flight's better than flapping away our 

teathers 
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| feathers in yon cage *till ſtrength's too far ſpent 
| for a body to take wing again. 


SEDGELY. 


True, boy ; our hemiſphere of hope's now clou- 
ded—-the intelligence Edward communicated of a 
| relat:ve's bequething us an ample fortune; pre- 
| ſented the pleaſing thought of once more ſeeing 
| my native land ! cruel creditors! why did ye drive 

me from ut ? the dread of confinement there, com- 
pell'd me to live in daily alarm, here; but means 
obtain'd to viſit it again, I'd rather die than quit 
England ! the parent of a happy race ! where, though 
a few flinty hearts are ſteel'd by avarice, the ma- 
jor part expand, and like pliant wax receive the 
Heaven-born impreſſion of beniſicence. 


Joey, 


—— 


Aye, Sir, I wur born at a bean-feaſt myſelf — 
cod! I ſhould like to croſs the water once more 
that way, if it wur only to crols over and figure in 
with a le jollification jockeys of my own kidney! 


SEDGELY, 


"Tis nearly our Septennial reſidence here—my 
knowledge of their language, and accordance with 
their manners, make us paſs for natives, poverty 
I! and humility have hitherto ſhielded us from ſuſ- 
picion—bhut— 


— n. m 


ANNETTE . 
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ANNETTE, 


Would to Heaven, Father, we could procure 
Edward's releaſe and were away ! 


Joxyv. 


Cod! I loves un well enough to try—lI be main 
welcome mong the Commandant's /arvents, tells 
'em merry ſtories 'till they're all tory rory and 
frolickſome again! —cod !—mayhap —eh ! —who 
knows ?—'tis but trying— 


SEDGELY., 


Ridiculous ! there's madneſs in the experiment 


I dread the very thoughts on't-! 
JoE v. 


Well, madneſs (as the mon in the play ſays) 
ſometimes has method in't — as for dreading — 
Fear be a ſcarce commodity where I wur born 
come, let's try howſomdever—I've been a cute 
fellow in my time—prentic'd playattor—journey- 
man gentleman and your humble /arvent, but I'll 
tell you how the Shew Folk ſarv'd I. 


COMIC BALLAD. 


I was call'd knowing Joe by the boys of our town, 
Old dad taught me wiſely to know folk ; 
Cod! I was ſo ſharp, when they laughing came down 
I ax't * How do'ſt do?“ to the Shew-Folk : 
B I could 
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I could chaunt a good ſtave, that I know'd very well, 
No boy of my age could talk louder ! 
Crack a joke, tip the wink, or a droll ſtory tell ; 
Of my cleverneſs, too, none were prouder : 
So, thinks I, it's better nor following plough, 
To try with theſe youths, to queer low folk ; 
Their meaſter I met, ſo, I made my beſt bow, 


How do ye do, Sir? ſays I,—I'ze a mighty notion 
of turning actor man—I be main liſſome boxes 
and wreſtles vary pratty—dances a good jig and 
can play the vary divel! ( Spoſen. 


Ax'd a pleace, and ſo join'd with the Shew-Folk. 
"II. 


The pleace that I'd got, I detarmin'd to keep, 
But, odzookers ! they were all ſo drolliſh ! 
Kings, coblers, and taylors! a prince or a {weep ! 
And jaaw'd ſo at I, I look'd fooliſh ! 
Their daggers and ſwords, cod! they handled ſo cute, 
And their leadies were all ſo bewitching ! 
WhenTthoughttobe droll, Iwas always ſtruck mute, 
As the bacon rack hangs in our kitchen: | 
They ax'd me to ſay, how, * the coach was at door, 
When were ſeated above and below folk ! 
Fegos! I was ſo !heamtac'd, I flopp'd on the floor! 
A kind 
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A kind of a ſort of giddineſs, ſeiz d me all over !— 
the candle's daunc'd the hays !—'twere as dim- 
miſh as a Scotch miſt II dropt down dead as a 

| ſhot! [Spoken.) 


And ſwounded away 'mong the Shew-Folk, 
III. 


They laugh'd fo, and jeer'd me, as never wur ſeen! 
All manner of fancies were playing; 
One night I was ſent for to wait on a queen, 


I believes it were Queen Hamlet of Dunkirk! 


( Spoken.) 
(Not thinking the plan they were laying !) 


My leady ſhe died on a chair next her ſpouſe, 
While with pins me behind they were pricking ! 
All at once I ſcream'd out! lent her grace ſuch adoule! 
That alive ſhe was ſoon—aye, and—kicking ! 
The people all laugh'd at, and hooted poor I, 
And the comical dogs did me fo joke! 
That I made but one ſtep, without bidding good bye, 


From their ſteage; cod! I never ſo much as once 
looked behind me !—tumbled over a barrel of 
thunder—knock'd down a hail-torm—roll'd over 
the ſea, —darted like lightning through the in- 
farnal regions. (Spoken. 


And, ſo, took my leave of the Shew-Folk. 
| SEDGELY and :Joty £Exeunt. 


Be Manet 
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Manet ANNETTE. 
ANNETTE. 


Poor Father! melancholy was the moment you 
firſt landed here! but ſunk from affluence to pe- 
nury ! the frowns of former equals wounded ſuſ- 
ceptibility too deeply !—yet I ne'er repined—ah ! 
why did unkindneſs expel us our home? I there 
was happy, and often, before my Edward went to 
ſea, chear'd him with a ſelt-penn'd, ſimple ditty 
on our unalterable affection. 


AIR. 


At dawn of life our vows were plighted, 

And two fond hearts in one united, 
Shall Time then bid affettion fly? 

Ah no, no, no, Love ne'er ſhall die. 


When abſent, o'er rude billows rolling, 
His conſcious truth my mind conſoling, 
Would baniſh doubt—the heaving ſigh, 
Said, no, no, no, Love ne'er can die. 


Exit, 
SCENE. 


A View of the Sea. 
Enter CaeT, O'Leary, 
O'Lzarr. 


All Liberty and no property's the cry here, I 
kind, and if it was'nt I was afraid they'd make free 
with 
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with mine, it would juſt ſuit me; for I generally 
have much more of the former than the latter— 
Oh ! they may talk what they pleaſe but little Ire- 
land's the only free country after all, for there if 
you don't like the cut of a gentleman's face, you've 
always liberty to fight him, and can any loyal ſub- 
Jett with for more? Hollo Patrick! what is the 
meaning that I never fail to find him out of the 
way, I mult be after keeping him clole behind me, 
that I may'nt loſe ſight of him any more—Oounds ! 
Sirrah! what have you been about? 


Enter PATRICK with a Portmanteau. 
PATRICK. 


Pleaſe your honour, as I was taking the things 
out of the boat, a Liberty boy made free with your 
hat. Caſe fo, I thought I might as well juſt ſtep 
after him, to ſee what he was going to do with it, 
but as one ſingle misfortune never comes alone, by 
my ſoul I believe I kept following him the way he 
did'nt go, and that was the reaſon I never overtook 
him at all, at all. There were two or three good- 
natured folks, who might have told me, if I dared 
axe, what I wanted to know, but they ſpake with 
ſuch a confounded brogue, that, the divel burn me, 


if, I could underſtand a word, 


O'Lrany. 


Hold your fooliſh prating and bring along the 
portmanteau z 


* 
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- 


portmanteau ; what's the name of the place we're to 
go to? forl forgot to remember it, 


PATRICK, 


Had'nt you better con over the meſſage from 
your friend Edward by way of information ? 


O'Leary. 
Fait ! I've forgot that too— 
PATRICK. 


Well I hope none of the Sans Cutlets, will— 


O'Leary, 
The what ? 

PATRICK, 
Sans Cutlets. 

O'Leary, 


Oh Sans Culottes. Fait! I hope none of em 
will find us out here, how the divel my friend did 
is amazing! we have blunder'd on tolerable well 
among em hitherto—becaſe I ** parley vous”. ſo 
prettily—but if you want ſecurity for their not fin- 
ding you out a foreigner by your tongue, keep it 
clote ſhut up between your teeth, by way of caution, 


PATRICK, 


Confound that ſame caution—a man muſt be in 
a bad way when he's ſtruck ſpeechleſs all of a ſud- 


den by it! Och! I wiſh I was at home again! 
O'Leary. 
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O'Ltary. 


Silence, Sirrah, and let me ponder over the 
firſt page of my friend's meſſage—/Con/edering } 
He's wounded—and ſhipwreck'd—on dry land 
and recover'd—and wants my aid to get home 
fait! I want ſomebody's aid my ownlelt—the ſpot 
he pointed out ſeems to deſcribe itſelf ſomewhere 
hereabouts, ſo let's in ſearch of him—Oh Friend- 


ſhip! J love the ſoft glow of it dearly! *tis a dram 
of delight in a cold froſty morning, that makes a 
man's heart dance again! 


PATRICK, 


And isn't a little dram of love as reliſhing your 
honour ? 


O'Leary. 


Fait, and ſoit is; and a dram J ſcruple we ſome- 
times pay too dear for! however give me the dram 
and the ſcruple may go to the devil. 


, PATRICK. 


In love your honour, an Inſhman's always the 
clean dandy, 


O'Leary. 
You may ſay that, Pat, 


SONG, 
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SONG: 
Written by Mr. MERRY. 


The turban'd Turk, who ſcorns the world, 
May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curl'd, 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and key, 
For nobody elſe but himſelf to ſee, 

Yet long may he pray with his Alcoran 
Before he can love like an Iriſhman. 


Like an Iriſhman, &c, { Pat. jorns. } 
| II. 


Ihe gay Monſieur from Gallia's shore 
The ſolemn Don and the ſoft Signor, 
The Dutch Mynheer ſo full of pride, 
The Ruſſian, Pruſſian, Swede, beſide, 
They ell may do whatever they can, 
Before they can love like an Iriſhman. 


Like an Iriſhman, &c. { Pat. joins, 
III. 


The finikin fops themſelves beguile, 

And think they pleaſe in a capital ſtile, 

Vet let them aſk as they roll the ſtreet, 

Of any young virgin they happen'd to meet 
And I know ſhe'll ſay from behind her fan, 
That there's none can love like an Iriſhman, 


Like an Iriſhman, &c. (Pat, joins.) 


Fx ent 


SCENE. 
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SCENE. 
The -Infide of a Priſon- 
Enter EDw aRD from an interior part. 
Epward. | 


How cruel is my fate! wreck'd on this inhoſpi- 
table ſhore, to meet the long-loſt object of my af- 
fettion ! be indebted to thoſe I rever'd for lite! 
be the harbinger of happy tidings, and on the point 
of procuring means to convey us to England's pro- 
tecting ſhore, when impriſonment preſents — I 
know not what—but dread the worſt! 


Enter GOALER introducing FRENCH 
COMMANDANT. 


GOALER., 


The Commandant would ſpeak with you. 
Exit. 


COMMANDANT, 


Engliſhman, I learn, Fate and your country 
have treated you unkindly ; though chance hag 
placed you in our power, a willingneſs to make 
misfortune light ſhall ward againſt complaint, I'd 
offer terms on which you may be free. 


EDwarD. 


Let them be honeſt then, for know 1'd ſooner 
C ſuffer 


| 
| 
| 
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ſuffer all ingenuous cruelty can deviſe, than a Bri- 
* 


ton's characteriſtic, Rectitude, ſhould be degraded. 
CoMMANDANT. 


Not only liberty I offer you, but wealth—while 
as a ſpy (a title your concealment warrants the ap- 
plication of) your life is in my power, yet would I 
ſerve you. 


EvwaRrD. 


The epithet you allude to I deſpiſe, your with 


to ſerve i'd learn more of 'ere I reply to 


CoMMANDANT. 


Then to the point, as a ſeaman, and apparently 
intelligent, your knowledge of the Britiſh coaſt, 
may render our long projetted enterprize ſucceſsful, 
I'd wiſh to evince my ſervice to my country—yours 
has deſerted-left you the ſullen ſolace of a priſon 
for your paſt ſervices—enliſt under our banners, 
and 


ED WAR D. 


Hold, I'd wiſh to ſerve my country, nor could 
a proſſer'd world induce me to betray it — give 
chains—give torture—give me death—1T']I never die 
a villain |! 


CoMMANDANT. 
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COMMANDANT., ; 


Then death be your reward—the tribunal's aw- 
ful appearance—think ere it is too late. 


Ep WAR D. 
I've ſaid it and deſpiſe your threats. 
Co AN DAN x. 


The wretches, I ſuſpect ſecreted you ſhall fall 
Juſtice ſhall ſoon o'ertake them—I give you an 
hour's reflection, during which period, no one 
has egreſs to your cell, —think on my proffer'd 
friendſhip, ſerve our cauſe or prepare to meet ap- 
proaching diſſolution, Exit. 


EDWARD. 


Then let it come !—I can't brave death in a more 
glorious cauſe—England! prove falſe to thee ! no, 
never,: yet my dear Annette! muſt ſhe too ſuffer 
—mult her generous fire ?—I truſt my kind friend 
O'Leary will leave me to my fate, and make them 
his only care—but my reliance 1s in Providence— 


Hope ſhould never die! 
AIR. 


When foaming waves contrary beat, 

And tempeſts tear the main-top ſheet, 

And miſtlike in deſtructive clouds 

The whirlwind whiſtles through the ſhrouds, 


C 2 Loud 
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Loud thunders roll, blue lightnings flaſh, 
And o'er the deck rude billows daſh, 

The tar with danger {till can cope, 

The charm that chears his boſom's hope. 


II. 


The veſſel now become a wreck, q 

We ſafety in our long-boat ſeck, 

And painful by the daſhing oar, 

Far, far, alas | from friends or ſhore ! 
Proviſion gone, the fainting erew 

Vain would their irkſome toil renew, 

But form'd with Fortune's frowns to cope 

Their laſt ſurviving charm 1s Hope. 

Retires, 


SCENE. 
A D:iftant View of the Caſile. 
Enter Joty with large key. 


Joxv. 


Cod! all's right—I've manag'd matters rare- 
ly with the old muzzy Goaler— I've handled the 
key that confines Meaſter Edward! and now if I 
can but quietly ſaw the boat-chain in two, and put 
off to un, he wed'nt alarm himſelf much about 
paying too dear for his lodging, but I mun be ſharp 

about 
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about it, or, feggs! we all go pot for ſartin— 
Wounds! who's here? Oh, the Iriſh Ge'mm'an. 


Enter CAPT. O'LEARY 
O'Leary. 


Oh ! by the powers! but this is a pretty ſpot of 
work !—why did'nt they walk me acrols the water 
a little faſter ? poor Edward! in priſon ! och honey! 
what will I do to work him out again 


Jorxy. 


Huſh, Sir, don't ye talk ſo faſt ?-T'll tell ye 
what ye mun do— 


O'Leary. 


Don't tell me, — I'll deſtroy the whole tote of 
every thing, I'll burn every ſtone ſtep of the ould 
caſtle to charcoal it I don't make him ſee day-light 
out of that dark hole in halt a minute— 


Jorv. 


Huſh, I tell ye, I be your mon, meet me at the 
moat's ſide well arm'd bye and bye a few minutes 
hence, and if I don't contrive to ſhake Maſter Ed- 
ward by the fiſt, ſay I'm no cuterer than I ought to 
be that's all, 


O'LEARY» 


—— ä —ů — am 
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O'Leary. 


By my ſoul, well ſaid little one, you're a mighty 
great creature in this buſinels ! 


Joexr. 


No, I only does as I'd be done bye, for an I 
were to dungeon it yonder, I'd thank any friend of 
mine to give me an airing as ſoon as poſhbie, faith! 
if friendſhip can't add to a hody's good wil! a little 
endeavour, I woudn't give a ſnap of the finger for 


a whole cartload of its proleſſors. 
Exit. 


O' LIEARx. 


Well, Captain O'Leary, what do you think of 
yourielt now] you muſt come upon your travelling 
capers, an be hang'd to ye —getting to nobody 
knows where, and returning back, bundle bag and 
baggage, into an enemy's quarters, the devil knows 
how! But how finely fortune, after a frown, ſmiles 
upon her favourites! I juſt now met an ould ſchool- 
fellow, who has a veſſel at anchor hard bye, flying 
under American colours, ready to take us all right 
and tight home again—Oh! let me but get on board, 
fo as to take up my lodging once more in the Strand, 
and it I don't pay away for the honor of the fair 


| ſex, ſay my board and lodging coſts me nothing, 


that's all. 
SONG 
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SONG 


To be ſure I don't love in my heart now, 
What ſome people call a good duſt ; 
And with life was I ſure for to part now, 
As ſome time or other I muſt, 

When I ſee a lady in danger, 
I up to her march with a bow, 

And from her ne'er ſhrink as a ſtranger, 
But inſtantly kick up a row. 

For I welt away, pelt away, whack away 
Leather away all that I can | 
Well pleas'd I'm to looſe myſelf ſtill for 

A woman that bleſſing to man ; 
Give me but a ſprig of ſhillaly 

And may be I'll not ſhow you how, 
Be a puppy's coat ever ſo mealy, 

To duſt when I kick up a row. 


II. 


One night as I walk'd down the Strand, I 
Saw ladies by rufhans abus'd, 
So ſays I to be ſure I can't ſtand bye, 
And ſee the ſweet creatures miſus'd ; 
So that which Ma'am Juſtice ſhould ſettle, 
Had ſhe been awake you'll allow, 
I being of true Iriſh mettle, 
Compounded by making a row. 
For I welt away, &c, 


* wm  —— 
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III. 


As for fighting I don't ſay I love it, 
For ſometimes it proves a bad job ; 
And what more now pray would you have of it, 
I got a ſnug gaſh on my knob : 
But where I ſee ladies ill treating, 
My country I'II ſtrait diſavow, 
If I don't give the thieves ſuch a beating, 
And always I'll keep up a row. 


For I'll pelt away, &c. 
Exit. 


SCENE CHANGES. 
Enter Jotv with a Boat-Hook, meeting PAT, 
JoEx. 


Hark ye, I ſay, Comrade, where be his honour ? 
run and tell him not to forget the moat- ſide you 


know. 
PATRICK, 


Forget it! why don't you ſee he's here ! oh no— 
it's ould Mounſeer, the other Gentleman! 


Enter SEDGELY, 
SEDGELY. 


So you think, Joey, the weak ſituation of the 
old fortreſs that confines him—and the little mili- 


tary 
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tary aid this ſolitary ſpot affords, warrant the proſ- 
pe& of our friend's eſcape ? 


Joey. 


Cod! Meaſter! I never reckon chickens afore 
they're hatch'd, but an there's no cackling among 
the brood within, to warn 'em of robbing their 
henrooſt, I think, like true hearty cocks, we ſhall 


{oon be able to crow, in ſafety. 
| Exit. 


Enter O'Leary and ANNETTE. 


O'LEARx. 
Och! don't make yourſelf uneaſy Miſs—Excuſe 


me, for I'm as talkative as a woman on ſuch a ſub- 
jett—my tongue runs as glib as an oil-flaſk and faſt 
as a mill-dam, whenever I've to condole with beauty, 
or make the misfortunes of a triend more palateable 
—by my honour Miſs, I— 


PaTRICK. 


Fait, Ma'am, and you may believe him, for he 
pays as much attention to his honor as his word ! 


OLAT. 


To be ſure; a ſoldier's word's his bond, and 
death muſt deſtroy the parchment, before falſehood 
can tear off the ſeal to it love to aſſiſt an affec. 
tionate lady, becauſe I've often been in love my 


own ſelf. 
D | ANNETTE, 


— 
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ANNETTE. 


Sure then, abſence can't have made you falſe- 
hearted—the wars perhaps 


O'Lzary. 


The wars! Fait! they made me true-hearted ! 
I was'nt certain I had any heart at all, 'till they 
put it to the proof—parting almoſt broke it to 
pieces, and I ſhould have been made quite a bank- 
rupt here, {ſtriking his boſom) if courage had'nt 
thrown in ſupplies to ſet me up again. Fait! love 
and honor had a terrible tuſſel, to try who was 
ſtrongeſt—they quarrell'd ſo long, that they ſhortly 
agreed, that when a man loſes his honor with a 
woman, love muſt be totally out of the queſtion. | 


* 


SEDGELY. 


Dear Sir, a man like you, governed by the fee- 
lings of friendſhip, honor, and liberality, may 
court proſperity with pleaſure, and look unbluſh- 
ingly to Providence for ſucceſs, 

Exit. SEDGELY and ANN&TTE 


O'LEARY. 


Pooh ! be eaſy, my good ould gentleman—1'll 
make you both happy if I can—Pat, it's now high 
time for our enterprize—Get all ready in prepara- 
tion—then cock your bull- dogs, and reſarve your 


g firſt 
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firſt fire for a noble occaſion, the delivering a friend 
and fellow creature from the gripe of adverſity. 
' Exeunt, 
SCENE. | 


A view of the back part of the Caſtle, moated as if 
by Nature, on each fide a ſmall turret, which 
commands the moatl In the centre a large gra- 
ted door, leading to Edward's dungeon, a ſmall 

flight of fleps from the door, to the water's edge, 


a boat ts puſh'd on cautiouſly by Joey, who 
reaches the ſteps and opens the door—takes out 


a piſtol and muck agitated enters, pulling the 
door after him. 


Enter SEDGELY and ANNETTE. 


ANNETTE. 
Oh dear father ! how my heart flutters ! the dan- 
ger we are involv'd in appals me! 


SEDGELY, 


I'm all agitation !- Heaven proſper the attempt. 
Jo kx. flowly opens the door from the inſide. 


ANNETTE. 


Kind-hearted Joey] ſupport me! terror and 
dread o'ercome me 


D 2 SEDGELY»s 
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SeDcely. 


I fear he is diſcover'd—guard him! protect hin 
thou all-ſeeing Power! 


They appear in the moſt tremulaus ſtate of /uf- 
pence, Joey leads Edward with much caution. down 
the fleps to the boat ; takes the boat-hook and puſhes 
it off. —An alarm bell is heard—the Commandant 
appears at the priſon door with ſword drawn— 
Edward fnatches 7oey's piſtol and fires, Com. 
falls ; Centinels fire their pieces from both turrets, 
Annette faints in Seagely's arms, then enter Capt. 
O'Leary and Patrick with muſquets, 


Q'LEtary, 


Oh! but I' be amongſt you, for the honor of 
Ireland! fire away Pat.—fire away, you divel, like 
a red-hot ſalamander !—hre away! 


PATRICK, 
That I will, your—oh fire away! fire away. 


Both fire, Centinels drop Edward row'd off by 
Joey, and O'Leary carries off Annette, follow'd 
by Pat. and Sedgely. 


O'Leary. 


Huzza! huzza! (As boat ts rowed off ) come 
along, my pretty-poppet—your love's inſatety— 
my 
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my friend's on the right ſide of the poſt—andthey'll 
find, now, they've taken the wrong ſow by the ear. 


Exeunt, 
SCENE CHANGES. 
Enter Characters. 
EpDwaARD. 
My dear Annette, 
ANNETTE» 


My lov'd Edward! (They embrace.) 
EpDwarD. 


O'Leary, I thank you—triendſhip too frequently 
hurries from the apartment adverſity has taken its 
abode in—but your exploring care and bold integ- 


ity— 
82 O'LEARY. 


Och! we've no time to waſte away in compli- 
ments ! who knows what a hue and cry our poppers 
may have raiſed after us ! 


ANNETTE. 
Joey, your kindneſs— 
Jokv. 


Don't mention it, Miſs—when the bells chime 
in little Britain for your'n and Meaſter's wedding, 
| let 
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let me but ring a peal of treble bobs there, and I'm 
contented. 


SEDCELY, 


My dear country ! many a heavy ſigh, nas been 
waſted over to thy ſhores, let me once more behold 


Enter SAILORS. 


SAILOR, 


Yeo ho! avaſt! I've fell in with the veſſel I was 
cruizing after Veo ho! Captain! we're all ready 
—the wind is in the right quarter, and we've no- 
thing to do, but weigh anchor and ſhoot acroſs the 
Channel. 

O'Lrary. + 

Thanks to St. Patrick, we have ſtumbled over a 
true ſriend at the moment we ſtand in need of him 
—we may conſider ourſelves now in ſafety, let mat- 
ters turn out as dangerouſly croſs as ever they 
chooſe—So, huzza, my honey, for true Liberty 
and Old England. 


FINALE, 


EDwARD, 


Our ſimple tale thus ended, 
Your plaudits we'd beguile, 
Our fate awhile ſuſpended 
Awaits your chearing ſmile. 
Cnorvs. 


Our ſimple tale, &c. 


ANNETTE 
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ANNETTE. 


In clouds the morn appearing 
Emits no golden ray, 
'Till Hope's bright ſunſhine hs, 
Beſpeaks the opening day, 
Our ſimple tale, &c. 


Joeyv. 


From home ſo long abſented 
I'd gladly tread its ſhore, 
Quite happy and contented, 


To never quit it more. 
Our ſimple tale, &c. 


O'LIZARx. 


Bright honor I delight in, 
Becauſe I've form'd this plan, 
In friendſhip, love, and fighting, 
'Tis honor makes the man. 
Our ſimple tale, &c. 
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